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Miss Lowell on French Poets 

Six French Poets is a book to be read. It makes one feel 
that, in comparison with many poets who write in English, 
these Frenchmen have lived more largely the eternal verities 
of which poems are made. A. L. 

THE FIRST MODERN 

Some Love Songs of Petrarch: Translated and Annotated, 
and with a Biographical Introduction, by William Dudley 
Foulke, LL.D. Oxford University Press. 
Petrarch has been called, fairly enough, the first mod- 
ern. He was the earliest example, in our era, of the literary 
man who lived by his writings; the first to make his emo- 
tions pay; the first to turn personal feelings into fame and 
fortune. He survives to our times chiefly through his sonnets 
and canxoni, of some of which Dr. William Dudley Foulke 
of Indianapolis, now offers a translation. 

The sonnets in which Petrarch celebrates his love for 
Laura are not, in translation, the most interesting and varied 
reading in the world. Sonneteering is largely a sort of game ; 
and Petrarch, one may choose to think, was a poet first 
and a lover afterward. However, a good measure of inter- 
est may be got out of these new versions by anyone who, 
possessing some knowledge of Italian and some taste for 
sport, reads them with Petrarch in one hand and Mr. Foulke 
in the other. He will be constantly surprised and pleased 
by dexterities and felicities, and will rest on the opinion that 
the work is very tastefully and adequately done. 

In many instances the translator has made things easier 
for himself by using the Shakespearean form of the sonnet 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

instead of tho.Petrarchan, and in some of the canzoni there 
has been a partial sacrifice of the elaborate rhyme-schemes. 
But such slackening of rigor doubtless works for ease and flu- 
ency. In some instances a happy shifting of lines produces 
an effect that seems to surpass the original. Thus the fol- 
lowing lines — 

And he who never knew her tender sighs 
Nor heard her gentle words or laughter gay, 
Knows not how Love can heal, how Love can slay — 

may be felt to make a more striking close than these: 

Non sa come Amor sana e come ancide 
Chi non sa come dolce ella sospira, 
E come dolce parla e dolce ride. 

Another vigorous and decisive fourteenth line is this: 

No wound is healed by slackening the bow ; 
which fully equals the original : 

Piaga per allentar d'arco non sana. 

The choice of sonnets for translation seems sometimes 
arbitrary; several that are highly esteemed by the Italians 
themselves are omitted, among them : Solo e pensoso, Chi 
vuol veder, Ne mat pietosa madre, Che fai? che pensi? and 
the one on Vaucluse itself; but the chief war-horses among 
the canzoni, such as, Chiare, fresche, e dolci acque, and Ver- 
gine bella, che di sol vestita, are rendered with distinguished 
success, though with the modifications already noted. 

The volume is much more than its simple title would indi- 
cate. It contains, among other matters, a well-considered in- 
troduction, an elaborate biography of the poet, appendices 
dealing with the "real Laura," etc. The introduction offers 
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The First Modern 

translations of certain sonnets and canzoni that are unrelated 
to Laura. A more tonic air and a manlier fibre are felt in 
the sonnet on the corruption of the papal court at Avignon 
and in the great trumpet-toned ode, Italia mia, in which the 
poet calls upon the rulers of Italy to cease their mutual 
enmities and to unite in freeing Italy from the stranger — a 
cry that half a millenium was required to make effective. 

On the whole, Mr. Foulke's volume gives, and gives well, 
about all that the average modern reader may need with re- 
gard to the second of the great Italian poets. H. B. F. 

NEW POETS 

Vision of War, by Lincoln Colcord. Macmillan. 

It is scarcely in our province to discuss Mr. Colcord's 

thesis, which seems to be that in a world unworthy of peace, 

a world in which peace "is only meaner war," war is not 

only natural and necessary, but the most effectual means of 

stimulating the life of the spirit. He says: "The spirit 

seems to fail in peace, and be revived in war." And again — 

Whenever men die for a cause, mistaken or not, misled or 
not, there truth advances an imperceptible degree. 

If our business were with Mr. Colcord's philosophy, we 

might insist that dying for a cause is all very well, but that 

killing for a cause is of more doubtful spiritual value, and 

that it is the killers, rather than the dead, who survive. We 

might argue that those "meaner wars" of peace which Mr. 

Colcord scorns have advanced, are advancing, the date of 

democracy and brotherly love more than all the slaughter 
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